In a photograph not yet taken 


there you flatly are, 
among those never 
yet encountered. 


ALL of you in- 
substantial as dreams. 


Rush about as you wish. 
It’s your appointment 
in Samara. Will 


you look fat? Immateri- 
al, having been fixed 


on your membrane forever, 
along a trillion strings 
of other fates. 


